The Chromic Hi ft or} 

Him . I muft do as I may,tho patience be a tired mate 
Yet fhcel plod, and Tome fay kniues haue edges. 

And men may fleepe and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there’s the humor of it. 

Ear.Ccmt ifaith,Ilebeftow a breakfaft to make PftoU 
and thee friends. What a plague fhould we carry kniues 
to cut our owne throates. 

A7//».Ifaith ile liue as long as I may.that’s the certaine of 
it. And when I cannot liue any longer, He do as I ma y 
And there’s my reft,and the randeuous of ir. 

Inter 7 'ifttR,and Hostes £htiu$j/ hie wife. 
r Bw Good morrow ancient Piftoll. 
heerc comes ancient Piftoll,! prethec Him be quiet. 
Him.tiov/ do you my hoft ? 

Pift.Bafe flaue,callcft thou me hoft ? 

Now by gads lugges 1 fwcare,I fcornc the title, 
Norfhallmy jVW/keepe lodging, 

Hoft , No by my troth not I, 

For we cannot bed nor boord halfe a fcore gentlewomen 
That liue honeftly by theprickeof their needle. 

But it is thought ftraight we keepe a bawdy-houfe. 

0 Lordjhcere’s Corporall Ntmpovi (ball 

We haue wilfull adultery and murther committed.* 

Good Corporall Him (hew the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. Nim.PaQu 

P^.What.doft thou pufh, thou prickeard cur of Ifeland 
Afr«*.Willyou (bog off? I would haue you folus. 
A</?.SqJps, egregious dog, that folus in thy throate. 

And in thy lungs,and which is worfe, within 

Thy mesful] mouth,I do retort that folus 

In thy bowels, and in thy law perdie ; for I can talke, 

And Piftols flaftving fiery cocke is vp. 

Him. I am not Barbafom, you cannot coniure me ;< 

1 haue an humor Pijlollto knocke you indifferently well, 
And you fall foule w'rth me PiftoR, 
lie fcoure you with my Rapier in faire tearmes. 


If 


of HCMftthtjifl, 

If you will walke off a little, 

Ile pricke your guts a little in good teraies. 

And there’s the humor of it. 

Vif.O braggard vile, and damned furious wight. 

The grauedoth gape, and groaning death is neere. 
Therefore exall. They drew. 

2fcr.Heare ine,hc that ftrikes the firft blow. 

He kill him,as I am a Souldier. 

Psfi. An oath of mickle might, and fury (halt abate. 
Him. lie cut your throat at one time or another 
In faire ternaes : and there’s the humor of it. 

J»j/?.Couple gorge is the word,I thee defie agen ; 

A damned hound,thinkft thou my fpoufe to get ? 

No, to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch foorth the lazat kite of Crefides kinde, 

Doll Tear-fheete,fhe by name, and her efpowfe 
I haue,and I will hold, the quandom quickly. 

For the onely fhe and Paco, there it is enough. 

Enter the Toy. 

2toy.Hoftes,you muft come ftraight to my Matter, 

And you hoft PiftoR. 

Good Berdolfe put thy nofe betweene the fheetes. 

And do the office of a warning pan. 

Heft. By my troth hee’l yceld the Crow a pudding one of 
thefe dayes. 

lie go to hitn,hu5band you’l come ? 

Ber.Comc Pifioll befriends. 

Him, prethec be friends, and if thou wilt not, „ 

Be enemies with me too. 

Hi, I fhal haue my eight (hillings I won of you at betting 
7ifi. Bafe is the flaue that payes. 
iV».That now I will haue, and there’s the humor of it. - 
Pift.Ks manhood fhall compound. They drew. 

&ar.He that ftrikes the firft blow. 

He kill him by this fword. 

Pi .Sword is an oatb,and oathes muft haue their courfe. * 

B % Him. 


